

you Are another. I aliall be down 
lhara about an hour." 

For the life of me I could not take 
tlila altogether aerloualy. 

"So long," 1 returned with a laugh. 
■Til amoke a pipe while waiting for 
your ascension.” 

“You will do nothing of the aort. 
Francle," ha warned aternly. “I oan- 
not explain myself now, but the 
danger la anything but fanciful. Da 
not atrlke a match on any account. 

Then he commenced hia alow and 
awkward path into the deepa of the 
quarry. When he had diaappered my 
aenae of humor wne not alow to fol- 
low. The alienee of the waste waa 
like a atupor. A grasshopper's chir- 
rup would have made melody. I An- 
gered the automatic, probed with anx- 
ious eyes the creeping shadow* 
watched the exhausted moon sail over 


ous intuition was not, after all. a 
premonition created by nerves 
Suddenly Treadways said, striking a 
clenched flat Into hla palm: "And. 
by George, they will do It If — If " 

"Well?" I questioned anxiously. 

Me started to his feet. “A time- 
table, Francle." he demanded. "No. 
we should lose a precious minute or 
two turning up the schedule, A taxi 
to the terminus and chance catching 
a train! Will you conic?" 

"Where?" I demanded as lie tugged 
on his overcoat and snatched up hla 
hat. 

"Hlackmoor," he rapped. 

I protested. "But It will be night 
when we get there?" 

"I hope so profoundly." he answered. 
"Come along, Francle!” 

The tardy-rleen moon showed ua 
the shuttered windows, the smoke- 
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who expressed her thanks and relief 
of mind. 

"Are you coming hack with me, 
Francle, for a Anal smoke?" Invited 
Tredways when we were alone. 

"Not unless you have something in- 
teresting to tell me In regard to this 
ease." 

"An Implication that you And It 
flat?" 

"Do not you?" 

"Ves. verily. We are fishing In shal- 
low waters, Francle. Come and are 
me Wednesday night and hear the 
result." 

I waa able to accept Tredways" In- 
vitation. which matured seventy-two 
hours after Miss Caseldy's visit. 

"Oh. that?" said he, disinterestedly, 
as 1 opened up the subject. "That is 
a chapter closed.” 

"And was John Hartle at Hlack- 
moor?" ( (ipestloned. 

"What opinion have you formed, 
Francle?" 

"I think that he was." 

"Well, lie was not," laughed Tred- 
ways. "The poor fellow has been 
grossly libeled. The other box, Fran- 
rlc; that lot are green cigars. I have 
been to Blackmoor convict prison. Its 
governor, MaJ. Stark, more than once 
Invited me to go over the place, so 1 
killed two birds with one stone. We 
motored over the moors, which are r 
glory of purple heather. I Inquired If 
a John Bartle hail been one of his 
derelicts of late. Ills books recorded 
no such name, but, then, that w a 
hardly to be expected. 1 then pro- 
duced the locket-photograph. This 
had a less negative result. Mine was 
compared with another, and certainly 
there was a resemblance, rather an 
unusual likeness. Was I on the right 
track? No. The prison photograph 
waa that of a Nathan Branna. And 
could Branna be Battle? Impossible. 
Branna had entered Blackmoor seven 
years ago. not three. He had re- 
ceived, and fulfilled, that term of Im- 
prisonment for the very unroinanllc 
and commonplace crime of house- 
breaking. 

"Now Bartle, a prosperous engineer, 
would scarcely turn common-or-gar- 
den cracksman. However, efficiency 
Is life. On my return I went to Bar- 
tie; looked him up at his swagger 
apartment. I employed no finesse, but 
1 told him just the facts as we knew 
them, and 1 added that I had been to 
Blackmoor. Did lie knock me down 
for my Interference? lie did hot. 
lie was much hurt, deeply injured by 
the strange mistrust evinced by .innet 
faseldy. He declared that the man 
.ludaon (and Judson was at Hlack- 
moor. by the way) had mistaken him 
for some one else. That that some 
one was Branna seems evident. I 
mentioned Branna. 'Good God! Mr. 
Tredways.’ he exclaimed, hotly. 'Is It 


a sum of money to keep him silent. I 
had become a little afraid of him. I 
temporised 1 asked him to my house 
again in seven days' time, ai the same 
hour, which was 10 o'clock. That time 
will have arrived In thirty minutes 
from now. 

"t spent n night tilled with bitter 
self-reproaching, t felt i had done 
very wrong In listening to that man. 
The following evening I went to John 
determined to tell him what 1 hail 
done. As I mounted the steps of the 
house where he lodges he opened 
the door, sod I saw that he was see- 
ing a lady out. 8he was In the act of 
drawing down her veil, but 1 saw her 
face clearl'. It was very lovely, with 
a great mass of beautiful red-gold 
hair half-concealed by the sweep of 
her hat. Her costume left nothing to 
lie desired, and a necklet of sable was 
secured by a magnificent emerald, 
which flamed In the light of the hall 
electric lamp. As she went out, she 
left a delicate perfume of verbena. I 
looked at John. There was a light In’ 
Ills eyes which I had never seen there 
before. That perfect vision of red lips, 
of eyes black as jet. of splendid red- 
gold hair appeared to have daizled 
him. 

"He lleteneil to in> story with but a 
poor attention. He eliow ed anger, but 
I felt that It was quite half feigned. 
Then he said: 'You have been feeding 
on a monstrous He. But I see that 
yon will not accept my plain denial. 1 
cannot do more than deny It, however. 
And I won't do more. Go ahead and 
prove It against me. If you can. I 
*w ear. before you and my Maker, that 
I never stood In a dock for any crime, 
any offense whatever. Good God. 
Janet, what a thing Is this you force 
me to swear" 

"That waa six days ago. Mr. Tred- 
ways. Tonight, In twenty minutes' 


nervousness or mental pain. She 
wanted to nail (Tredways 1 attention— 
to abruptly chain up his Interest be- 
fore It even wanted to escape. You 
will see that Janet faseldy was prac- 
tical, prosaic; but heaven had tem- 
pered those austere gifts by a fare of 
'"u<^ beauty and the warmth and col- 
oring of twenty-seven years. 

Tredways shot at me aq amused 
glance. "But you are not bowed down 
w ith the weight of his contradiction." 
lie finished. 

The lady waa no whit abashed. "It 
Is far from being a matter for a 
smile," was her earnest rebuke. "And 
became I cannot but feel that there 
>« something very mysterious In the 
matter 1 have come to you." 

"I am honored. Miss faseldy, but 
suppose you let me have the facts?" 

"They are soon told. My fiance's 
name fa John Bartle. We were en- 
gaged to be married when I went to 
America. He had a position of en- 
gineer In an electric power station in 
hbeflleld. I went to America because 
my parents are there, and we were In 
im haste to be married, as I wished 
lolm to be quite unfettered while 
opening up hia prospects. He was 
much opposed to my Journey, although 
my parents were old and needed my 
s Mention. P fear we quarreled at 
the last. He wrote me afterward, 
though not very often. Then his Ut- 
'• rs ceased altogether. That was 
H*ree years ago. Suddenly [ received 
cue from him. He acknowledged Ills 
fault, Implored me to forgive ll. I 
was not disposed to do so, but my 
parents dying at that time I came to 
England, where I met John, and our 
engagement was renewed, 
weeks later a most extra 
tiling occurred, which has gr 
t' r fared with our happiness 

"John was to take me to Drury l-an 
T tester, and to save time we 

r **«l 1° meet at St. Paul's Church, 
'■uvent Garden. It turned out a .lark 
. .id wet night, and 1 took shelter un- 
" r the porch. He was there, although 
1,1 Aral I did not see hlin. It was his 


f ew YOU let me have a picture of 

iar> John Bartle?" 

I,i- 8he PreMod open a gold lOeket sus- 

✓ pended round her throat and took out 
a small photograph. 

had "Thank you. Miss faseldy. And 
your Aance's address" 

"Twenty-two fa.lorgan Mansions, 
Piccadilly." 

"That Is a block of expensive Aats?" 
"Yes. Indeed." 

"But Bartle was just an engineer?" 
"When 1 went abroad he was. He 
lias come Into some money since 
then." 

“lie must have. Now 1 want you to 
send to me. directly you go home, the 
last letter you received from Bart la 
after you went to America The ques- 
tion of comparing dates may arise. 
Have you his letters?" 

“All of them. You sliaJl have the 
one you ask. without fall." 

"Very good. And now I should like 
•o see i his very commonplace black- 
mailer and put two questions to him." 

A motor bus rumbled us to ths 
Fusion road, Miss faseldy living In a 
street off that thoroughfare. Tred- 
ways 1 designation of the fellow as 
commonplace was keenly accurate. 
He hud arrived and was slouching 
about 'in front of the hBuae, an under- 
slsed travesty of the human animal, 
half way back on « reversion to type 
only not a villlan because he was a 
weakling. Miss faseldy. In advance 
of us, engaged this remnant In con- 
versation. Tredways and I came on 
leisurely. Suddenly my companion's 
right hnnd shot out. gripping the fel- 
low by the waistcoat, while with his 
left he forced huck the man's head so 
theater was out of the question, and 1 ,he ,, * ht ,rom a "'tee* lamp fell 

returned home feeling very unhappy upon lhe ' vlldl Y nl*rln»C f«ce. 

Ten minutes later 1 received a visit- "Name?" rasped Tredways. 
or. 1 had been followed from the "Judson." was the gasped-aut reply, 

church by the man whom my Aance “What prison were you In last?" 

had knocked down. He had shadowed "Blackmoor." choked the other, Ills 
us, had surmised that we were lovers. eyeballs rolling. 

Did I do wrong to listen to this crea- "That will do Quit!" 

litre? At any rate 1 let him speak, for Mr. Judson, violently propelled Into 

If John was In trouble I wanted sin- the roadway, apun ( round twice and 
csrely to help him. This man affirmed took to his heels as quickly ns lie 
that he had known him In prison; know how. 

that he had been with him for two "Badly scared, he vanishes from the 
years! Could anything be more horrl- story.” rhucKled Tredways. 

k# bluntly demanded Wl said good -night to Mias Cassidy, 


less chimneys of the Inn called the 
Four Georges, which was the last 
habitation by the aide of the rutted 
path at which we had arrived after 
an hour's swift walk from the sta- 
tion. 

"Here we atrlke off the path." said 
my companion. "Three miles of 
rough walking for a prospect. A 
mad enough act If 1 did not know 
this part of Blackmoor well. 1 have 
my electric torch, but Its use will be 
dangerous unless absolutely neces- 
sary. We will not talk, my dear 
Francle, and If you see or hear any- 
thing which Impresses you uncom- 
fortably, touch my arm. 1 have an 
automatic In my pocket." 

I congratulated myself on having 
put In a couple of hours' eleep during 
the train Journey. What on earth 
was at the bottom of this more thun 
abrupt nocturnal walk across a 
stretch of the wildest country In 
Kngland? I'seless to question Tread- 
ways, who never discussed hypoth- 
eses. If this one congealed Into con- 
crete fact I should know In good 
time. 

We trudged on without a remark. 
What possible menace could rise up 
out of the dim gleam on the vast 
waste? And yet Tredways was as- 
suredly uneasy. At times he would 
stop, and peer Into the moon-suf- 
fused hollows, and listen with the ut- 
most Jntcntuess. 

Suddenly my companion halted. "We 
are arrived," said he In a low tone. 

We had paused n„ the brink of a 
deep Quarry, whose sloping aides went 
down into complete darkness. Into 
this pit Tredways stared for noma 
time, expecting heaven knew wliat to 
appear. Then lie murmured: 'Tin go- 
ing down there, Franeie. I'm not sure 
whether you or 1 ought to have the 
automatic. I think I will leave li 
with you. If you see any one moving 
about Ars oao shot. If he comes for 


Bootes. The neutral tint of the dawn 
was etrlatlng the enst when Tred- 
ways, wet and mudstuined, emerged 
from lhe pit. Even by that nebulous 
light 1 saw that something had oc- 
curred to move him strongly. 

"Thanks, Francle," said he simply. 
"We have now only lo return." 

"Well, what did you .And down 
there?" I asked, eomewhat snappishly. 

"The extraordinary. Something un- 
dreamed of by my experience. You 
have had ^dull hour? You shall have 
one satiated with sensation. Good 
God, Francle! Wliat an atmosphere of 
crime you and 1 live In. 1 am drenched 
with moisture, and you are shivering 
with cold. Bet us walk quickly. Give 
me the pistol. Thank heaven the dawn 
Is breaking." 

We were In I-ondon again at noon. 
Tredways Arst act waa to ring up 222, 
Cadorgnn Mansions. He got the oc- 
cupant, who was ipst going out, It 
seemed. “You will not be back this 
side of midnight?" 1 heard Tredways' 
reproachful voice. “Oh, but I must 
see you before then. Mr. Bartle. What? 
Pardon, you do not quite get me. I 
said 1 must. That Is better. No, not 
now; I shall coine at about 10 this 
evening." He rang off. 

"Between now and 10," chuckled my 
companion, "(hat man Is going to 
think so held that his brain will 
glow like a chunk of limo In an oxy- 
hydrogsn flame. Make a special point 
of being at Cadorgan Mansions at that 
hour, I'runcic. you will hear some- 
thing i hat you Will never forget." 

He Itt.le know the actual truth 
w hich I i rked In tl.nl i rophecy. 

I was outside the building Afteen 
minutes before the time appointed. 
The block of residential Aats occupied 
the length of the street. I found 
that No. 222 was at the end, on 
the ground Aoor. A high brick wall 
d ••flnitely aliut off the long, unbroken 
block. There was a atrip of grouad 
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The Fourth of a Series of Complete 
Stories by L. J. Beeston. 


"DOW'S’ I'F.I.I. RK.ftVi WITH A 
YBLI. OK WHI.I.-PEICSED TER- 
ROR.” 

■own with cherry laurel between thla 
wall and tha end of the apartment 
houae. Behind It waa a paved yard 
uaed by tradesmen, with Iron fire 
eacapea zigzagging from It alnioat 
clear up to the roofa. 

I waa noting theae minor polDta 
Just to while away time when Tread- 
waya arrived. Bavtla opened hla own 
door to un at the buaa of the electrlo 
bell. Well built, clean ahaven, by no 
means lacking In good looka, he waa one 
of that familiar typo of athletic, aa- 
aured young men. On hla right eyebrow 
was a rather large mole. 

Tredwaya Introduced me. 

"Coma Inside, gentlemen," Invited 
Bartle cheerfully. He led the way Into 
a room at the back; snapped on the 
lights. Jerked the curtains to ahut out 
the sordid view of the rear of the 
premises. Then he faced us, titling 
a-st raddle a chair, his arms on the back 
of It, "Now, Mr. Tredways, I am very 
much at your service," he entiled. 

"Which means that you have changed 
your tnlnd," answered my companion 
gravely. 

"How so?" was the swiftly shot de- 
mand. 

"Because you were not at my service 
at our first Interview, Mr. Bartle." 

"What are you Inferring, my dear 
sir?" 

"Pardon, 1 point no Inference. I lay 
down a concrete fact. Ton swore that 
you never were In prison. That was a 
bad slip of memory. You were at 
Blackntoor three years." 

Bartle did not start; ha did not 
change color. Ha ■ looked 'amused. "Is 
this a pleasantry?" he questioned. 

"For three years," added Tredwaya 

steadily. 

"And my crime'.’" 

"Choose a softer word. Say ‘adven- 
ture. 1 And one of the boldest. And 
’carried out In a fashlou altogether 
masterly. Ho you begin to follow?" 

Bartle looked from Tredwaya to me, 
then again to Tredwaya. "What sort 
of Idea have you Ashed up?” he 
queried. 

"Here It Is," exclaimed roy compan- 
ion, rising and confronting the other. 
"How much were you paid for stepping 
Into Nathan Hranna'a shoes?" 

Bartle also got up, but slowly. The 
freeh color had sunk out from his 
cheeks. "Branna?" he aaawartd slowly, 
as If stupefied by that question. "You 
told me youraell than Hrtuina was Just 
• vulgar cmcksnam Why should I Be- 
st re his sh«£a?" 

. "1 have readjusted my opinion of 
Branna. J think he was anything but 
what we termed him. I believe he was 
—Is— a member of an organisation of 
foreign spies of considerable power In 
thla country at the present moment.” 

"But he acted as a burglar?" 

True. But he was not after plate. 
The house he entered belonged to a 
man who was a cabinet minister at 
the time of the offense, I'nquestlon- 
ably there us* something of high 
value In Ills charge. It was probably 
aunwng hla papers at tha time. A 


Mtal secret of atate. Branna 
after thaf. He waa caught. He per- 
mitted the error of the police In as- 
suming he waa a cracksman to con- 
tinue. It was better for him; belter 
for hla frlenda. He knew hla frienda 
would help him later on, If that were 
possible. It became possible. They 
found you.” 

"Found me?" 

"Precisely. They wanted Branna 
out— very much. They looked around, 
probably all over the country, for 
one who should resemble him in a 
fashion sufficient to ananer their pur- 
pose. Thla la theory, but 1 am con- 
vinced of Its truth because It un- 
locks the putsle as nothing else can 
do. They took note of you. You 
were confronted with a most extraor- 
dinary, a most sensational, a most 
tynptirig offer. You were Invited to 
serve the remainder of Branna'a time 
In prison. And you were paid for 
this, whether before or after 1 can- 
not tell, a fortune." 

’ "A tissue of Ilea," said Burile. 
breathing with difficulty. 

"Urged, possibly, to It by a woman 
member of the gang. By a very beau- 
tiful woman with black eyea, with a 
crown of magnificent red-gold hair; 
with lips 

"Stop!" flashed out Barlle. "Btop. 

I eayl I want proofs. It Is Impossi- 
ble that you can prove such an In- 
sane assertion," 

"Here Is one." continued Tredways, 
taking out hla pocketbook. "It Is a 
note to the effect that If 1 do not In- 
stantly drop my Investigation either 
you. or me, or Mlaa Cassidy will be 
ehot dead within twenty-four hours. 
True, that Interval has lapsed; 
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"My soul!" ejaculated Bartle. star- 
ing at the letter aa IT It were a rear- 
ing adder. 

lie tried to pull himself together. 
"Look here, Mr. Tredwaya," ha went 
on, endeavoring to ecoff, "you know, 
more than any one elee, how Impossi- 
ble, wildly Impossible, It is for one 
man to take the place of another In 
such circumstances. It Is unthink- 
able!" 

"To my undying astonishment I 
have discovered that It la thinkable." 
answered Tredwaya with admiration. 
"Let me refresh your ailing memory, 
Bartle. by telling you of the proced- 
ure. Having prepared their plan to 
deliver Branna by substitution, they 
must have got Into communication 
with him at Blckmoor prison. A 
warder hugely bribed? Questionable. 
MaJ. Stark having mentioned to me 
that the man had knowledge of fruit- 
tree grafting, and was somel lines so 
employed, It Is likely that a message 
In cipher reached his hands via a 
consignment of trees; suppose we euy 
apple trees, Cox's Orange, the gov- 
ernor's favorite kind! 

"Branna undoubtedly got the In- 
structions. It was known that on 
Wednesday mornings he worked with 
Jho outside gang on the moors. Ills 
Instructions were blissfully simple: 
On the edge of a certain quart y he 
was to slip, to roll down, to vaii'sh. 
The sequel had be?n arranged to tho 
last detail. 

"Of that sequel Jou were the pivot. 
On the night previous you were taken 
to the spot, to the quarry on the 
moor. There was no moon that night, 
and the plain was black as the pH. 
You were led down the sides of the 
quarry; you were shown a big hole, 
a hole almost large enough to be 
called a cave, and which was prac- 
tically concealed by a dead thorn 
bush. Here you were left to carry 
out the rest of the program. 

“It was simple and very plucky. 
You took off every stitch of cloth- 
ing, and you exchanged It for the 
convict's full garb, which had been 
made for you and left with you. t 
was an exact duplicate of that worn 
by Branna, of the Blackmoor prison 
garb, with the necessary badge. 
When you had changed you burned 
your own clothes in the cave. 

"The night passed; what a night for 
you! Tho dawn came. Presumably 
you proceeded to soil your brand-new 
suit and to Inflict plenty of scratches 
upon handa, etc. The outside gang at 
length passed by the edge of the 
quarry. Down fell Branna with a yell 
of well feigned terror, pitched over 
and over, came to the bottom muddy 
and scratched, and was promptly 
helped and pushed by you Into the 
cave. What followed was beautifully 
natural, charmingly simple. You al- 
lowed yourself to be discovered In 
the pit or, doubtless, struggling 
painfully up It, and you were 'rescued. ' 

''When the darkness came Branna 
emerged, climbed the quarry, found a 
friend waiting, and vanished — a free 
man. 

“You, Bartle, served three years of 
a shameful Imprisonment. You sol- 
aced your feelings b> the teliectlon 
that as you vers innocent or Bi an- 
na’s crime It did not matter; also you 
had been paid an Immense sum- 
enough. I perceive, to keep you In- 
funds for a long time. 

"And (ho source of mjr Information? 


It began when 1 received that men- 
acing note. Then 1 remembered an 
Incident concerning Branna'a stay In 
prison which had been related to me 
by the governor when I was making 
Inquiries at Blackmoor. This incident 
waa Branna'a tumbla down the 
quarry. The governor had pointed 
out the place to me during a pleas- 
ant motor drive we had together. 
The more 1 thought of It the more 
1 distrusted It. 1 resolved to visit 
this quarry. I had to do that by 
stealth. I went by night, last night. 
Bartle. Well, In the cavern behind 
the horn bush 1 found a few ashes 
of burned clothing. The weather 
had not penetrated that hole. You 
had not been very thorougb in the 
wot k of destruction, although I ad- 
mit that an efficient thoroughness 
could not have appeared highly de- 
sirable. I found a half-burned civil- 
ian's hoot, a fragment of a linen 
collar and one enameled sleeve- 
link engraved ‘J. B.-J. C.‘ Your Ini- 
tials and those of Janet Caseldy. 

"That is all. Bartle. What do you ' 
think of It?” 

Bartle. who had llatened with the 
most acute attention, flung himself 
Into an armchair, sullen, Inclined to 
defiance. 

"Even supposing all that to be true, 
how can you prove It? How can 
you use It against me?" ha asked, 
with a touch of savageness. 

"Why, I might take my story to the 
police. I have interest with New 
Scotland Yard." answered Tredways. 
chldlngly. "They always treat what 
I tell them with great respect, and 
they are perfectly right to do so. But 
personally 1 ain willing to fnrgst all 
about It. Come, you have guessed 
what I want?" 

"No. I'm damned If J have," was the 
sulky response. 

"I want detalla about the gang who 
bought your three years. I want a 


name, an address, something definite 
to work upon. Tersely, I offer you 
silence In exchange for this Informa- 
tion." 

Bartle bounded from his chair. "1 
will never, never give It!” he burst 
out. 

“Listen." purred Tredways. “I have 
spent the best part of my life explor- 
ing the labyrinth. tortuous and ter- 
rible, of the underworld of crime. 
That maze has for me a fascination 
not to be resisted. When 1 strike a 
fresh track down there I warn you I 
am not turned off easily. Well, I 
have struck a fresh trail. And I aui 
going to pursue It right to the end. 
You can help me, and you shall! Hae 
that soaked In?" 

Bartle was now white as chalk. 
"And If I refuse?" he snarled. 

“You pay the penalty, of course. 
You committed a serious crime In 
aiding a prisoner to escape. That 
Is palpable to you. Come, your an- 
swer?" 

"I refuse, emphatically." 

Tredways got up. "I think I un- 
derstand, Battle," aald he, still with- 
out harshness. "It Is not that you 
are afraid, after all. Shall 1 tell you 
what I do think? i believe that you 
have allowed yourself to be dazzled, 
by a woman, by this woman member 
of this set of spies. She waa assn 
leaving your flat here, I remember. 
Now I, also, am fascinated by this 
beautiful creature, but In a different 
sort of way. 1 feel, with a sure In- 
stinct. that she is » star of high mag- 
nitude In the nether firmament of 
crime. And 1 must dlacover her. I 
really must. But you, you must cut 
h «r out!" 

'That I will never do," breathed 
Bartle hoarsely. 

Tredways changed his tone. Soft 
persuasion became abruptly a rasp- 
ing word of Inflexlbla command. "De- 
cide!" 

"You have had my answer," aald 


Barlle In a scarcely audible voice. 

Tredwaya took thraa swift ati Ida* 
to tha phone upon a small (able. Ha 
whipped off the receiver. "Hive me 
New Scotland Yard,” he flashed. 

Bartle turned toward hlin, his flats 
clenched, hla tacs bloodless. 1 sup- 
ped betwaen tham. He looked me up 
and down. 1 smiled. The moment 
waa electric with tension. It was re- 
lieved by Bartle calling oul: 

"All right. I agree. Yoq shill' have 
what you want." 

Tredwaya hung up the receiver. "Of 
course." he answered, soothingly. "1 
will let you down easily, Barlle. All 
1 press you for la the name and the 
address of thla alngle beautiful crea- 
ture. You ahall not be troubled by ms 
again, I promise." 

Barlle crossed the room to the win- 
dow. The curtains had fallen hack a 
little aa if disturbed by the hreata 
Mowing into the room. He stood for 
fully a minute, his head sunk, hla 
eyea closed. When he spoke It was In 
a hard, strained, bitter tone, lie said; 

"Her name la——" 

The splitting, cruel report of a pla- 
tol Bounded In the outside dark. Trad- 
ways leaped at Bartle and caught him 
In his arma aa ho fell backward. One 
gllmpie I had of the victim * face, of 
hla staring ayes In which the lump of 
life hnd been blown out with appall- 
ing abruptness. 

"Get him, Francle!" roared Tred- 
ways at the top of hla voice. 

I waa through the open window la 
a second of time. There was no on* 
to be seen In the blackness. , 1 lla- 
/ tened and thought I heard the patter 
of a retreating footfall. I tore round 
to the front of the building. But the 
long street waa already deserted, and 
the wind whistled drearily through 
the silence of It. 
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T HERE are two women In thla 
town who chum together fairly 
well, though one never side- 
steps conventionality, while the 
other la addicted to temperamental 
meandering* along the trails of life. 
The other day the extremes mat— In 
a store. 

"You took Surah Joe to the movlea 
last night, when you knew I wanted 
to go; and you had a man at the 
concert, when you might have taken 
me. Another aon, I suppose." 

"Sarah Joe waa handy and he Isn't 
a son. I'm overstocked already, not 
counting my forty-'leven daughters, 
which is enough family for any single 
lady." 

"Hilly. Who was he?" 

"I don't know." 

"Are you telling me you went to a 
concert with a perfectly atrange man 
whose name you don't know?" 

"Well, he did tell me, but I forget — 
and, anyhow. It made no difference. 
1. didn't go with him. I Juat took 
him.” 

The conventional woman glared 
forked lightning — and there Is really 
no uae In trying lo put forked light- 
ning^ Into words; 

"Just h case of kidnaping, huh? 
May 1 ask If you picked him up In 
the streets?" 

"No; 1 got him In a lunchroom." 
"Well, of all — Don't tell me an- 
other word! Not another word!" 

The temperamental soul must have 
construed the remark aa an Invita- 
tion to tell every last thing, for she 
explained: 

"If thla ugly little old dub can't 
be frankly kind to people, regardless 
of sex or sge, what la the use of 
having gray hair? It certainly lias 
no other advantage. And, anyhow, 
it Is perfectly all right about the man. 
He la wise. And wise folks always 
understand. 

"You see. you can't sandwich and 
coffee and, maybe, cuke in a lunch- 
■ oom every day without feeling sort 
of friendly with the other regulars, 
knowing lhat each man and woman of 
them Is fighting for the worth-while 
things of life. And the man Is one 
of them. One Kunday over at the 
museum hr explained Noah's flood to 
me. And lhat is how 1 found out 
that he was wise. And It was be- 
cause of lhat little . courtesy that 
when I heard him say — In the lunch- 
room — that lie wanted to go to the 
concert I told him 1 had nu extra 
ticket and lhat I would be real glad 
— Vrhlcli I was — If he would meet me 
at the theater and a n in with me 
Being a wise man. he accepted the 
Invitation In the spirit it was offered 
and that is all there Is to it.” 

"It isn't all You should have given 

nie flr«i Iluv, you got tick- 

eta for the circus?" 

Which seems (• allow. In a tiny 


way, that w hll* conventional people 
make moat reliable cltlaena the world 
would be a right prosy old place If It 
waen't for the temperamental trailer* 
who provide It with pleasures and 
hurt*. 

* * * * 

AUTOMOBILES liav* to run over 
■'*' things sometimes. They are built 
that way. 

And when It comes to folks who ride 
In automobiles they are doubtless as 
good aa the folks who ao on foot and 
wish they hadn't to. hut- — 

What do you think of s motoring 
party — man and women — who could 
look back and laugh at a cat lhat was 
trying to wriggle to the pavement after 
the car had crushed lls legs? 

A cat Isn’t much of a much, of course, 
but agony Is always worthy of respect. 
* * * * 

H E was a big. tawny dog with eyes 
the color of used-to-be sherry 
wine, and the tread of a prize winner. 
And around Ills neck was tied a loopy 
blue ribbon bow. 

"lank It 'a blamed shame lo doll up a 
splendid fellow like that?" The criti- 
cism came from a man. "Anybody can 
tell he belongs to a fool woman." 

But hs didn't. For a basso profundo 
call made the dog bound forward to a 
vary basao profundo man. And the 
two turned a corner together. 

* * * * 

I T Isn't exalting, of course, to Helen 
to what people have to say for the 
deliberate purpose of making money out 
of them; still. If you are In a car be- 
tween rush hours you can't help getting 
human nature glimpses— like, say: 

"Yes, sir, I was pretty hard hit. but 
I'm over It. She cured me at a alngle 
sitting. I jumped on a car the other 
day, and there she was three seats 
ahead of me. Just where I could vvalclt 
her sideways as she looked out of 
the window. Well, sir, she was hi 
pretty an they come, but she didn't 
do a blamed thing hot chew her lips 
from Columbia Heights to Capitol 
Hill. When I got out 1 hail lost my 
Infatuation. And I'm not advertising 
for It." 

* * * * 

/-xNCK In a time men anil boys used 
to rush doorbells to get jobs at 
i leaning off snow. The> don't any- 
more. A woman says so. And she 
knows 

"I live up Mount Pleasant way and 
in all thal snowy spell I tailed to see 
one man or grown liny making a path 
'ir. front.' Nearly every housekeep- 
er In my neighborhood, myself includ- 
ed, did our own shoveling -and utadu 
unit work of It at lhat, Tim men have 
evidently joined the snows of yester- 
year. Even one fellow who looked 
as If Ills fa I lier bail been n picks \ 
and hi* mother n broom, evtised him- 
self from .in offered Job be, sue*- In 
didn't know how t • ■ use 1< shovel i'Iiii 
you lost II?” 

Thai seems to l„ what the uieu 
have done. NANNIE LANCASTER. 
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"You noedn't," cut* In Brick. "W» 
know each other too wall for that, 
HI. Blxby. You've got what you want. 
Now I'm going to have what <1 want. 
Those young people's plana are not to 
be Interfered with. Underetard?" 

"But— but there's Feltner." eug- 
gnats the Hon. HI. 

"Who nlgoed his ball bond? You?" 
says Brick. 

The Hon. Hi. nods. 

"Then we ll count that In ae one of 
tho unlisted wedding presents," says 
Brlok. 

"You— you mean " begins Blxby, 

his Jaw droppln'. 

"Exactly." says Brick. "Feltng* 
disappears. He'd bettei; catit-h tha 
Montreal express tonight. You'll see 
lo that, Blxby." 

"But I— I " protests the Hon Hi 

"Perhaps you'd like to have me go 
before that grand Jury? Would,' you?" 
asks Brick, his Jaw atuck out. 1 

"I think I get your point of view," 
says Blxby. "And, of course, If we 
•are lo consider the happiness of our 
young people It le probable that you 
are quite right. I— er— I'd better see 
Feltner at once.” 

VI Ith which he backs out, leavin' 
me with my mouth open and Brick 
Ilogan wearin' one of them grim 
campaign grlna of hla. 

"Didn’t forgot I was here «U the 
while, did you, Brick?" says I. 

•"No, Shorty,” says he. 

"If I was to give a guess." says I, 
"I think 1 could name the patty who 
handled that trolley money." 

"Oh. yes," says he. "Ho could a 
thousand other men In this district, 
But no Judge would let you put youi 
guess before a Jury. So what's the 
odds?” 

"I'm kind of sorry 1 heard us muoh 
as 1 did, though. Brick,” says 1 
"Course, 1 know crooked denis nk, 
that are goin' on all the time, but e 

"I gel you." says Brick. 'They 
rung you In on that citltcns' league ■ 
few years hack, didn't they? Well 
you saw how they managed affaire 
after they got me out. Made a meal 
"f 'em. didn't they? And inside ol 
two years the pure, high-minded citi- 
zens who were going to give us sue* 
■i wonderful reform Hiltnlnistralior 
Just got tired and quit. And I climb* 
ed hack on the driver's seal ami took 
Hie reins once more. Why ” Becuust 
l know how. And am 1 hi this i Li ng 
for my health? Not me. I'm on ex- 
pert, and I want an expert's pay. s< 
why put up a howl If I colliet front 
I hose It hurts least to uuh.li 1 Klr."^ 

Well. 1 didn't have the answer. I 
hin t figured It out yet AH I'm rea- 
sonably sure of Is that Watty Blxby 
Is goln' to marry Ali, lo lloguu uu<! 
that a party by tint name ol l-'iltinr li 
una, ■-vuutablv inissln’. 
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